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repentance his party can easily depose 
him. The Premiership would then na¬ 
turally go to Mr. C. W. Cross, Attorney- 
General oj^Adberta^ He helped to pro- 

was in the Rutherford Ministry. He 
has now been proved right as business 
man and lawyer from the start. 

^One point of the^ bungled affair 
the negligence of two Ottawa Cabinets 
Premier. The Confiscatory Act might 


been disallowed by Sir .- 

Laurier’s Ministry in 1910, and by Mr. 
Borden’s last year.^ ^The federal veto 

abling Ottawa to stop precisely such 
o: 'ton tried to establish. 


in Macdonald wa= tn 


that ^the^power representative of the 
•atures“as fullvTthe Ft 


s to prov 
jn natio" 





ter to proclaim his scheme “jingoish,” 

one of “tribute” or- ‘ -' 

bution to London ax_,_ 

signing no ship-building in Canada nor 

aits. He has wisely 

_ _ perfect silence, let 

atroductory speech be interpreted 

id. x Th^contend- 


is introductory spe*ecl 
11 ways by all disputan 




federation an/the London* Parliament 
intended. Sir Wilfrid Laurier worked 
on the so-called “liberal” theory that 
the federal veto should be employed 
only when a province clearly encroach¬ 
ed on Dominion field, or legislated in 


play will end after they have 
^nessed oniy the first part or 

1 ho ci’lhr if tho rr 


publicly. 

Mth? U The Hou7e‘might pass: 
000,000 vote as one authorb 
Ottawa Ministry to expenc 
building three battleships 


lid be silly if the publish- 

_. .. aynot tdnfMr? Borden’s 

ttroductory speech as one of |;ood 


Ottawa. Then 


_ Canada by 

be Premier could reas- 
o produce his promised 








The Achievements of the Osiers 
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he wnitinued to take a^ keen intergsl 
Quebec was actively engaged in 


peai, ior volunteers met witn a r 
in the breast of the young Corni 



Sig. 1. 
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the parish he had to undertake long 
journeys which kept him much away 
from home. As the years passed, how- 


ri : 1 


was divided. At the rectory, children 
had been bom and in the early train- 1 
ing of his sons and daughters the ] 
worthy clergyman took much delight. < 
Concurrently, his superior education ; 
had been requisitioned to instruct a 1 


m Bond Head, Mr. Osier was 
srred to Dundas in 1857, where 
ame rector of Ancaster and Dun- 
_i3 for twenty-five 
id from the minis- 


y, there Toronto, 


ato, passing av 

sr eroni 


deared himself to his parishioners by 
many acts of kindness and helpfulness. 
Himself extremely fond of gardening 
and well versed in agricultural lore, he 
took a personal interest in the 
such of his flock as tilled the 


mingled with a love 
a sensible regard for 


ceiving his primary educe 
school kept by a Mr. Hill, a 
man, at Bond H ' ' 


ae took up the study 


us family, fc 


one daughter survive and there is to¬ 
day a lengthyjist of grandchildren and 

S The eldest son of the family, the 
Hon. Featherstone Osier, is now an old 
gentleman considerably past the psalm- 
■ - hm- s n - i tul ten. Of gen- 


nd helpful to the student 


bis younger From 1879 to 1910 Judge Osier was 
—. -ime he has a familiar figure at Osgoode Hall. Un- 

s distinguished Court Plea" 6 ind ff fo°r f the 

n and after re- a judge of the Court of Appeal. He 
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The Reinstatement of Dixon 
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With every nerve strung, and mind 
working like lightning, Dixon passed 
slowly up and down the narrow floor. 
W'hat could he do? What could he 
do? he kept asking himself. 

Suddenly the door opened, and two 
men wearing black masks across their 
eyes entered. Dixon turned quickly, 
and the taller of the two spoke quiet¬ 
ly:— 

“Now then, son, all we ask you to do 
is keep quiet, and do as we tell you. We 

“What for?” asked Dixon,# feigning 

“Nevermind what for. That don’t 


ing damp, pungent powder. He heard 
the low whistle of the express, and saw 
the lantern, which had been recovered, 
raised on high; and then he remember¬ 
ed jerking his own revolver from his 
pocket and shooting at the red steam¬ 
ing globe of the lantern, and of seeing 
it shivered to bits as the train crashed 
past; of returning the fire of the foiled 
despoilers. Then came oblivion. 

He opened his eyes in a new world. 

He was lying on a clean cool sheet, 
and knew from the motion that he was 
on board a train. He attempted to sit 
up, but his shoulder cried sharply to be 



Dixon closed his eyes 


soft, cool ha 


don, and walking down the track be¬ 
tween the men, rain beating in his 
face. As they reached a cleft of rock 
standing close to the track three more 
men - ,ito 


ig prisoner the s 



___ f _it hurling_ 

underbrush. 

What happened next was never quite 
clear to him. He remembered drop- 

the man shoot outward, of feeling a 


re found that you 


3 explained. 

hadSfth 


Just then the divisional superintend¬ 
ent poked his burly head in at the door. 

“Hello!” he grinned, his big fat ci¬ 
gar wobbling as he spoke. “You’re 
yourself again, I see, Dixon. Now I 
just want to shake hands and tell you 

-” The girl interposed her slender 

person and pushed the large man away. 

“He is quite willing to believe all 
you say without the hand-shake, dad¬ 
dy,” she said. “He only has one good 

that’one crippled too.” 


“I’ve just wired headquarters that 
you are promoted, young man,” he 
frowned. “You are chief despatcher, 
in place of Mr. Snively, who, I learned 


That’s all now,” he added as Dixon at- 
tempted to speak. “I’m going to stop 
at Fargo to get these messages away, 
and I’ll talk to you further after din- 

At the door he turned and glanced 
over his shoulder at the girl, who had 
slipped back into the room, and was 
sitting on the edge of Dixon’s berth. 

“Seeing that you are so solicitous of 
Dixon’s good arm, Nellie,” he said 
drily, “it might be a good idea for you 
to guard against his overtaxing it in 
any way.” Then the big man smiled 
a real fatherly smile on the young 
couple and passed out chuckling softly 


“You mustn’t talk,” she said gently. 
“Father is outside, writing messages, 

would come in and make your good 
arm as bad a cripple as the other by 

what you are now, boy?” she asked. 
“You’re a hero! To-morrow all the 

in thero| and underneath rt, in *grand, 
bold type: ‘Brave Operator Captures 
daring Gang of Train Robbers Single- 
handed.’ ” 

“But,” murmured Dixon, “I didn’t 
did I? What did I do, Nellie?—it’s 
all hazy to me now.” 

“It seems,” she explained, “that the 
agent at Junkwalkee received your mes¬ 
sage just after our train had passed his 
station, and he and five railroad men, 
armed with rifles, followed us on a 
freight engine after wi 


Enlarging the Home Market 

CANADA’S h< 

April 


an ports and 113,798 from the United States. These figures 
an increase of 53 per cent., as compared with the number of 
Is of the corresponding months of 1911, which were 185,151 

_an ports and 107,356 from the United States, making a total 

for the nine months’ period last year of 292,516 persons. During 
the month of December, 12,025 immigrants arrived, 7,262 Jn 

for December” 1911. Afreet number^oMhSe Immigrants it 
implements, clothing^and furniture. They^must^ buy the nec 





How the Son of a Canadian Chief 
Justice Became a Pirate 

















The Strategy of Hezekiah John 


By Clara Odell Lyon 


Gibbs was strictly just. “The first boy 
named after your father and mine, 
John; the first girl, after your mother 

she had said to her husband. So when 
the initial baby made its appearance 

plished. fhe same impartiality was 
shown with the two succeeding daugh¬ 
ters, Mrs. Gibbs being not at all dis- 

sulting from sentimentalism on the one 
side and religion on the other. She 
liked to do things easily, and what me¬ 
thod could be simpler than the one she 
had chosen? Why, she had known 
some people worry a full six months 
over finding a suitable name for a child 
—as if it mattered! She shortened 
Pearl Hepzibar, Cordelia Mary, and 
Arethusa Ruth to Leppy, Cormy, and 




bing head could fii 


ok of Leppy’s ai 
s a satisfactoi 


longed-for boy arrived, 
Gibbs decided that he 
full weight of his name, 


must bear the 
Hezekiah Joh_, 
best infancy she 

Not so Leppy, the ten-year-old sis¬ 
ter. She crooned pet-names in his ear 
when she rocked him to sleep; she turn¬ 
ed a threatening twist of^rosjr lip into 

and lavished on the baby love-words 
without stint. Perhaps : — 


i’s little fis 
,, and his bol 
10 comfortable 


inst like Mi- 
herself, and ev 


blue serge over the fright p: 
ed for her. But when first sn 

Hrium^rieligSVhai 


_____ j baby—most 

tractable. At Leppy’s request he never 
refused to “pat-a-cake,” or “show-how- 
big-you-are, or point with his dump- 

hisf-eadmess to per^rm^theseinfantUe 
accomplishments, as well as his bright 
blue eyes, round cheeks of delicious 
pink and white^and his curlj fuzz of 

the show-baby of the tenement. 
Leppy’s j)ride in him^was without 

diluted first place, that she could and 

Sm "NiM h Th?ck°hdr, r Witty's' got,” she 
would remark condescendingly to 
Mamie W T ibben, knowing full well that 
straight, heavy black locks on a nine- 
months’ child offer no comparison to 

Or to fviaggie Martin of the great 
infant struggling in her arms, “Ain’t 
he strong, though!” To which Maggie, 
who found small matter of pride or 
comfort in the wriggling twenty 
pounds, would reply: 

“Ain’t he! He’ll be walking soon, 
and I’ll be glad He can stand alone 

Next to Hezekiah John in Leppy’s 
affections came Miss Adams, the teacher 
of the fourth grade. She stood to the 
little girl for all that was lovely a: ' 

& rrrn -1-— J J 


Adams knew much about 
John. From September, when he was 
but four months old, all through the 
school year, she learned of his advance¬ 
ment in the arts of babyhood. New 
teeth, his successful wrestlings with 
colic and croupy colds, his first “luh, 
luh,”—abbreviations^for Lepj)y, with- 

ed to her for congratulation. She 

of the other tenement babies, and how 
“the heavy lump of a Martin infant” 
had not a single endearing trf ’ 
mend him. Yes, M— AJ - 

and was interested, ar__ 

ticularly good bit of news would say, “1 
must come to see that baby some day.” 
Then Leppy would float off in a cloud 
of happiness, from which she could see, 
asMn^a dream, rosy^ gold-ringed cher- 

wondering and admiring teacher, while 
their respective charges, who would of 
Adams not being given to hurting any 



beltEeMLS 

think perhaps I will c 
and some of the othe 


t Martin baby—that—that 

could do & thing —was walking! And 
Miss Adams had said they looked so 
cunning when they toddled. /- 4 


It was a hard w 


3, Miss Adams heard ed wl 


he could ar- -- 

of the cushion, she immediately pushed 
the chair a little, so that the balancing 
had to be done all over again. And 
this she repeated at frequent intervals 

tion to the many beseeching looks he 
sent her. His legs were tired, oh, so 
tired, when night came, but he was 
glad, thinking of the next day, that 
the balancing was becoming less diffi- 


obedient, she frowned. If he slid to 
the floor, he was immediately jerked— 
yes, jerked—up again. If he made 
ready to cry at this unkind treatment 
on the part of his Leppy, she would 
show that her love for him was still 
unchanged, by producing a cracker or 


ee Hezekiah John, 


‘offfi 


she was glad to 
again. Very fo 
she had to do w 
be happy. 


experiments, Hezekiah 


not by sliding to the floor and creeping 
out, but by .making a lunge in the direc¬ 
tion of his sister, was invariably re¬ 
warded ; and matters then became con¬ 
siderably easier for both of them. For, 
as stated before, Hezekiah was a tract¬ 
able baby, and, when he found that 
Leppy preferred three or four steps to 
two, before he tumbled, he tried to do 
as she desired, and even succeeded in a 
few day’s time in taking five. 

Miss Adams’s sense of self-import¬ 
ance, if she had any, would have ken 
much gratified, could she have known 

awsss, 

which took her from home every Satur¬ 
day, so her eldest daughter was left in 
charge, and from early morning till 
noon Leppy cleaned —^ the floor, the 

The^baby’s scrubbing 8 was’left to the last 
two—Miss Adams having thoughtfully 

ter past—Leppy thrust Hezekiah John’s 
fat arms througMte sleeves ofhis best 

of new shoes, which were her crowning 
achievement, the purchase of which had 

in her arms, she took her place at the 

Scarcely less excited were the little 
sisters, who hardly waited to announce, 
“Here she comes 1” before they were 
off and down the stairs, that they might 
lose as little as possible of the happen¬ 
ings of the day. As Miss Adams made 
her ascent from apartment to apart¬ 
ment, they made flying and breathless 
trips to report their observations to the 
waiting Leppy. 

Mrs. Ellerhost had on her new dress. 
Willy Martin was wearing Freda’s lock- 


Hezekiah John’s. Teacher had a thing 
to take pictures with—yes, and an um¬ 
brella with a silver handle. The Martin 
baby walked all the way from the table 

she kissed him. 

Leppy listened with complacence. 
And indeed Hezekiah John fully justi¬ 
fied his sister’s faith in him. He was a 
model of infantile behavior, and Miss 


3 walk—why had she put stiff ne 


in8 ‘Andn S w 


m walk. Or 


Miss Adams picked up the heavy 

I'iil.v. wild settle.) down contentedly in 

her arms, and followed the guidance 
of the three little girls to the broad flat 
roof of the tenement. Here Hezekiah 
John was put down in a sort of corner 
in an irregularity built chimney. 

“I must take a picture of him walk¬ 
ing,” said Miss Adams. “He has done 
everything else—and now for his latest 

It was a great moment. The baby 
poised, ready, against the chimney; 

thf^htTSteActant^atteS, to 


did Hezekiah John know wh 
* of him; but he knew, tc 
lity of success. It was 
! Why, if Leppy want 


everyone kr 
lest thing a l 


John™ 1 ’" 


;count. A pucker of lips 
thrust out, and a sudden 

nhappiness. But, never- 

tTcurftf rosy^ip with 
deliciously as Hezekiah 


ing gurgle. Truly, it is a strange 
world! Leppy thought so. The same 

Mi ; ss g kdrais had 8011161111163 occurred 40 
“Oh, Leppy, this adorable baby! You 
didn’t see him, did you? Never was 
anything so utterly dear. I got his 
picture, Leppy. I’m going to use it for 
the article I’m writing. In a magazine, 
you know—his picture in a magazine.’ 5 

Miss Adams was in an abandonment 
of joy. She was sitting on the roof, 

baloy? who crowed and licked liis 8 fee 8 
now liberated from the offending 


ould do it 


st he could. 


1 littS°boIy b on 

“Oh, wait till I fix his feet,” and 
Leppy sprang to correct this defect in 

offering a better balance to a diminutive 
person of instability, and Leppy crawl¬ 
ed hopefully hack to her former posi- 

“Come, sweetness, come get the candy 
sister’s got.” But neither the saccharine 
appellation nor the saccharine offering 
moved F— T - v ~ 

Miss 

t00 w b en‘ 


cry. The rough chimney walls were 
giving way beneath his outspread 
palms; the smooth floor beneath his 
slippery shoes. He raised one patent- 

dewy red shelved out, and Hezekiah 
John’s face puckered in an adorable 
whimper. Then he sat down very sud- 

grieved an<f abused babyhood. 

But not before Miss Adams had seiz- 

™t h l»fmVe < ppy^ d herXart 1 burating 
with wounded pride, broke down and 
cried. Then, to her amazement, she 
heard her teacher’s voice, laughing in 
flight, and Hezekiah John’s answer- 


“They hurt him so, the darling, no 
wonder he couldn’t walk. Here, dear, 

e She D balJnced Hezekiah John on his 
crumpled cotton feet, and the baby 
without more ado took two steps and fell 
in Leppy’s lap—a lesser triumph swal¬ 
lowed up in the greater. 

Hezekiah John that night was rocked 

l0 aWt, to he in a 
book some day — your picture in a 
book!” 

Hezekiah John gazed into his sis- 

ing smile was on his baby lips. 

“Oh, honey-bun,” exclaimed Leppy 


re, you did it 


The Message of the Dew-Drop 

Why art thou sad? I heard the dew-drop say. 

Why is thy spirit weary at the break of day? 

Seest thou not the sun? In glory doth he rise, 

To me he bringeth death, but life to all besides. 

Should I then lament, my fleeting hours repine? 

Ah no, my loss is gain if still through me he shine. 

Well spoken little dew-drop, the answer now is plain. 
W’hat others reap in blessing, we often sow in pain. 

Let me too lie unselfish, in 'holler I’ll not stay, 
my poor transient com o eep o Holiday. 
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Held Up 


By Thomas L. Masson 


For several weeks before a man is a 
tually married—especially when he 
-- - —y popular girl—he 


, saidT”"ft“airright '"w&Uake thU 

i money and put it away for a rainy day. 
You had better take it yourself. Here.” 
She ran over to the desk and wrote 
) her name on the back and handed it to 


JeVlei o V f7J 


entity. But upon 
ims eve ui me ceremony there had come 
a lull. Everything had been arranged; 
everybody was waiting; and she had 
telephoned him to come up and see her 
and to have, as she expressed it, “a quiet 
half-hour all to themselves.” 

She came into the room almost 
breathlessly a moment after Koyte him¬ 
self had entered in obedience to her 

“Isn’t it grand, .Tack?” she said. 
“Just look^at what^ Papa has given us 

She showed him a check on a lead¬ 
ing bank for fifty thousand dollars 
made out to her order. 

Jack Koyte was himself by no means 
a poor man, his father having long 
held a very comfortable berth in one 

staggered a little at the sight of the 

“That’s splendid, Margy!” he ex¬ 
claimed. “The governor has always 


sn good to 






ked up the: 


really didn’t need it. You 
ie added proudly, “I can al- 
port you, although possibly I 


library. He recognized them. Hf 
tered. 

His father and his mother were 


sorbed in his own happiness, didn t no¬ 
tice anything unusual. He didn’t see 
that his father’s head was slightly bent. 

“Well, what do you think?” he ex¬ 
claimed. “Maybe Margy’s governor 
* L " - J —le thing I By 


hasn’t don< 


pect^it? Isn’t Margy’s father on the 

°“Yes; but it would be impossible for 
anybody to know about it, as the loss 
isn’t even suspected. But to-morrow 
afternoon the papers will contain every- 


Jove, I can’t get over 
knew he would give Margy a nice pre& 
ent; but just look at this I” 


o could Jack. 

The old gentleman nc 




table. 


his hands back and forth and twitched 
denly they w 


have charge of it for the present.” 

Jack Koyte hesitated. He felt diffi¬ 
dent about accepting the responsibility 
She saw his embarrassment and antici¬ 
pated it. 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I will ask 
you for it again; but I’m so excited 
about this whole affair that I don’t 
want to think about that just now. I’ve 
had an awful time with the brides¬ 
maids. You know the colors didn’t 

Koyte stopped her with a kiss. For 

than the details of a wedding ceremony, 
which he regarded from his man’s 


His father turned his head quickly that Jack had placed upon 
and his eye fastened on the check. It was upside down. lie si 
Then he looked at Jack, who for the dorsement. He straightened 
first time suddenly realized that some- and looked at his son. 
thing had happened. “Did she endorse that checl 

“What’s up?” h e asked. 

Jack’s mother spoke. “Yes” 

“Something terrible,” she said quiet- “What’s the amount.” 
ly. “You had better tell him, Arthur, “ir;**,, » 

she said, as she turned to her husband. 

Jack looked at them wonderingly. 

He had never seen such a look upon 
his father’s face. 

“I am ruined,” said the old man. 

“Ruined?” 

“Yes. And that isn’t the worst of it 
either. I’ve disgraced you all.” 

“What do you mean?” . 


“Well, I got inv 
ler day. It was £ 


put-up job. ' 


ing they are bound to discover it, and 
it will be all over.” 

“Is it true?” asked Jack, looking at 
his mother. 

^ “Yes. Your father tried^to keep it 

“I couldn’t,” said the old man. 

He went on, slowly telling the de¬ 
tails of the transaction. Jack listened 
mechanically. He was so paralyzed; 


The great ormolu clock over th< 
mantel ticked solemnly. 

“How much would pull you out oi 
this hole, Dad?” he asked. 

“Fifty thousand.” 

The old man turned and looked a' 
him steadily for half a minute. Onlj 
for an instant did his gaze relax, wher 
it rested rather furtively upon the fac< 

“1 don’t suppose you could get mar 
ried, Jack, after this thing comes^out 

morrow' morning, wLn the exchang< 
opens. Had you thought of that?” 


her face ^hen! during his boyhood, she 
when she had discharged some servant. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I was herel” 
she said sharply. “I declare, if you men 
are not all alike, you haven’t got any 

crows. Why, I actually believe that 
you would have done it!” 

Her husband looked at her, his hand 
trembling slightly as it lay on the arm 


[our new serial I 

Between Two Thieves 

By Richard Dehan 


of the 

be ^„, 

“you k 



face. 


of the’; 
armsd 
“th^°I 



chair. His aristocratic old face 
to show reproach, 
v, Mary,” he protested feebly, 
now perfectly well that I had no 

isen9e! You don’t suppose I have 
rith von all these years without 
You always did have a 


ooHn y< 


lings of 
ur father 


it to say a thing like that! Of 
I shouldn’t have done anything 


t I been fighting that particular 
n you all your life? Oh my ! 

glad I caught your father when 
e home to-night and got it out 
! If you two had met without 
ill-” 

what do you expect me to do?” 
ck defiantly. 

ook up the check, folded it care- 
.nd handed it back to him. 
i go right back to Margy, return 
sck to her, and tell her the truth. 


of the door. He went down the steps 
to the corner, got a taxicab, and in fif¬ 
teen minutes was ringing the door-bell 
at Margy’s house. It was nearly mid- 


“Wbat is the matter?” she said. 

“I came to bring you back th 
check. My father is mi 
‘al transaction, ar ’ 

unquestionably be disgraced^ and I’ve 

simply had to do it to-night.” 

In reply, Margy went up to him and 
put her arms about his neck. 

“You silly old thing!” she said. 
“Don’t you suppose we knew all about 
that? Father found it out. That’s the 
reason he gave me the check and told 


™he had to 



IX—(Continued) 
Sheep as black as the gr 


•e feeding there, 


straightened himself up. The 
ok of reproach came over his 
t his father had displayed a 
ne before toward hds mother. 

hich I would accept 
e first ! How can you think such a 
Margy laughed. 

“Well, of course I knew you would- 
~ t,” she replied, “because I have such 

I couldn’t tell you the trutiri I was just 
j_.; * i— u really act 


Peakshire hills w. 
tered all about us 

white-haired shepherd w_ s 

collect them; his dog, one of the shaggy, , 
long-haired, black-and-white English 
breed ^that drives and ^guards sheep, 

am spoke of that; and the shepherd ex¬ 
plained in his patois that the dog was 
not his, but had been borrowed of a 
neighbor—a misfortune had happened 
to his own. It had got the worst in a 
desperate fight with another dog, a 
combat a outrance, fought perhaps in 
defence of its master’s sheep; it was in¬ 
fetch up a cord later, from the farm 
whose thatched roofs we could see down 
.in the valley below, and put the un¬ 
lucky creature out of its pain. We 
thought we might be able to do some- 

Bertham and I went to the shed, an 
affair of hurdles and poles and bunches 
of heather, such as our Breton shep¬ 
herds of Finistere and the Cotes du 
Nord build to shelter them from the 

“The dog was lying in a pool of 
blood on the beaten earth floor. A 
shoulder and the throat were terribly 
mangled, a fore-leg had been bitten 
through; one would have said the crea- 


s and calceolarias, geraniums and 
ignonette, had dazzled them. Hector 

ory which had not at first promised 
luch: 

“Who was she?” 
stated^ in his didactic way: 

who at this period esteemed the full¬ 
opening rosebud. He shrugged one 
shoulder so contemptuously that de 
Moulny was nettled. 

“One might say to you, There are 

y °“This ir one Dd w > as U ° harming, then?” 

P “dertainly, no! For,” said de Moul- 

you must desire to’charm. This young 
girl was innocent of any thought of co¬ 
quetry. And—if you ask me whether 
she was beautiful, I should give you 
again the negative. Beauty—the beauty 
of luxuriant hair, pale, silken brown, 


beauty of eyes, those Englis 
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low it. Wait and see if I am not right?’ \ 
She returns to him, with a smile/half I 
child’s, half woman’s, guileless and 5 
' ill. - MH, ' 1 „ 1 ;r A r 1 ,1 nn un- <■ 
derstand that? ‘We will wait—and 

^De^Moulny’s whisper had dwindled 
to a mere thread of sound. He had . 
long forgotten Hector, secretly pining 1 


le hole . 


ee light th 


bigger, and there is more and more 
light.’ . . . There T interpose. . . . 
‘But if the stones to be moved are too 
big for such little hands, Mademois¬ 
elle?’ And she answers, looking at 
them gravely: ‘My hands are not little. 


‘Thank you, M. de Moul- 
1 will not forget it was you who 
the fireplace, and helped to hold 


called out in his shrill y( „ t 
“Jealous, do you say! Why, 
in love with her as weil as you?” 
De Moulny’s muscles jerked. 




You have the courage' of your convic- 
tions. Mademoiselle.’ T tell her, ‘and 
courage always succeeds.’ She says in 

or other obstacles, are piled up^in front 
of you to prevent vour getting through 
a gap in the dyke", you don’t push be¬ 
cause you might topple them all over, 
and kill somebody on the other side; 
and you don’t pull because you might 

bring them all down on vour own head. 

You lift the i' ‘ " 


out furiously: 

“Go away! Leave me! Go!—do 
you hear?” 

And as Hector rose in dismay and 
stood blankly gaping at the convulsed 
and tragic face, de Moulny plucked the 
pillow from behind his head, and hurl¬ 
ed that missile of low comedy at the 
cruel eyes that stung, and fell back 
upon the bolster with a cry of pain that 
froze the luckless blunderer to the mar¬ 
row. Hector fled then, as Sister Ed¬ 
ouard Antoine, summoned from her 
colloquy in the passage bv the sound, 
came hurrying back to 'the bedside. 
Looking back as he plunged through 
the narrow, black swing-doors—doors 
very much like two coffin-lids on 
hinges, set up side by side, he saw the 
Sister bending over the long heaving 
body on the bed, solicitude painted on 
the mild face framed in the starched- 
white linen coif; and heard de Moul¬ 
ny’s muffled sobbing, mingled with her 

Why should de Moulny shed tears? 
Did he really hate the idea of being a 
And if so,^would he be likely 

en foil, pointed out the way 
in the seminary, the cassock 


| priest? I 


?e, livid, loathing face rose 
; up oeiore Hector’s mental vision—the 
furious cry that had issued from the 
! twisted lips: “Go! Leave me! Go!— 
I do you hear?” still rang in the boy’s 


ears. The look, the cry, were full of 
hate. Yet Alain had, but a moment 
before, solemnlv sworn to be his friend. 

iieve S uTo n „,h:uTbSb y r gW6be - 

Came Pedelaborde, and thrust a 
warty hand under Redskin’s elbow, as 
he stood frowning and pondering still, 
on the wide shallow doorstep of the In¬ 
firmary portico, brick-and-plaster Cor¬ 
inthian, elegant and chaste. . . . 

“He bien, mon ami; nous voild rec- 
onciliest' A visit of sympathy, heinf 
It is quite proper! absolutely in rule. 

. . . ^ Bin”—Ped^elaborde^s little yellow 

brown face like a pair of highly pol- ly, 
ished brass buttons, his snub nose upo, 
cocked itself with an air of infinite that 
knrtwingness. his bullet head of crop- coin 
ped black hair sparked intelligenc 
from every bristle—“but—all the sam< 


his wet forehead. “But—I swear to you 
that was an accident—I slipped on a 
slug!” he added passionately. 

He had not had the heart to spend 
a franc of his own monthly allowance 
of two louis. He pulled the cash out 
of his pocket now; a handful of silver 
pieces, with one treasured napoleon 
shining amongst them, and was pick¬ 
ing out the eight francs from the bulk, 
when, with a pang, the barbed memory 
of his oath drove home. Perhaps these 
coins were some infinitesimal part of 
that accursed dowry. . . . 

“Take it all!—keep it! I do not 
want it back!” he stammered hurried- 
ind thrust the wealthy handful 
greedy Pedelaborde so recklessly 
the napoleon^and several big silver 

\p and spinning, making a tem- 
Tom Tiddler’s ground of the 

split.' Saperlipopette! 



auu suver, straightened his back to 
stare hard after the Redskin’s retreat¬ 
ing figure, and whistle with indrawn 
breath, through a gap in his front 
teeth: “Phew-w!” 

Those little yellow eves of the den¬ 
tist’s nephew were sharp. The brain 
behind them, though shall. 


extracted one of the 1 
orTorbids. 


, Honor”—Pedelaborde 


borde. It occurred to 
! next Madame Cornu si 
, the discharge of her t 


)f Pedela- 


iv Mere Cornu a triflim 


ation of his noble fai 



wounds. He left the Royal School 
"""hr the grandinatonial c; 


tight-fitting white stockinet pantaloons, 
for which he had reluctantly exchanged 
his golden-buckled knee-breeches; the 


ported to have entered as a student at 
the Seminary of Saint Sulpice. It was 
vain to ask Redskin whether this was 
true. You got no information out of 
the fellow. He had turned sulky, the 
pupils said, since the affair of the duel, 

the great boys of the Senior Corps, to 
which he was shortly afterwards pro¬ 
moted, with a luridly-tinted halo of dis- 

So nobody save Hector 


Alain hi 


ff letter or t 

_-_..rite. In sil or 

le Redskin bucklered his pride. I 


d his pride. Hith 
mitted his love o 


a dogged, sa 
rofessors had 

of the stately half-yearly School recep¬ 
tions, arrayed in all the obsolete but im¬ 
posing splendours of his gold-encrusted, 
epauletted, frogged, high-stocked uni- 




by the Monarchy,—Marshall Dunoisse 
was complimented by the General-Com¬ 
mandant and the Chief Director upon 
the brilliant abilities and remarkable 

P To?t seems the'flea of work has bit- 
ten you?” the affectionate parent com¬ 
mented a few days later, tweaking Hec¬ 
tor’s ear in the Napoleonic manner, and 
turning upon his son the fanged and 
gleaming smile, that in conjunction 
with its owner’s superb height, fine 
form, k boldly-cut, swarthy features, 


matic gout. The hyacinthe locks, or 
the greater part of them, came from the 
atelier of Michalon Milliere, His Majes¬ 
ty’s own hairdresser, in the Rue Fey¬ 
deau; the whiskers owed their jetty 
gloss to a patent pomade invented by 
the same highly-patronised tonsorial ar¬ 
tist. The broad black eyes were blood¬ 
shot, and could blaze under their bushy 
brows at times with an ogre-like fero- 

Yet^ from the^ three maids to the 

cook to Miss Smithwick,—who had 
acted in the capacity of dame de com- 
pagnie to Madame Dunoisse,—had be¬ 
rates of the Convent clashed once^more 


ith the 
severely ignored 


> de la Chaussee d’Antin,—the fe 
e staff of the ex-military widower’ 
worshipped Monsieur th. 

so handsome?’ 


Marshall. 

“Do you th_^_ 

Hector, when a very small boy, would 
pipe out boldly. “He has eyes that are 
always angry, even when he smiles. He 
gnashes his teeth when he laughs. He 
kicked Moustapho” (the poodle) “so 
hard in the chest with the sharp toe of 
his shiny boot, when Moustapho drop- 

Sfouste™ 80 ™™ he ^ *’”* 


at them. He smells of Cognac, and is 
always spilling his snuff about on the 
carpets^ and tables, and chairs. Me, I 

“Your papa, my Hector, possesses in 
an eminent degree those personal ad¬ 
vantages to which the weakness of the 


spectable head with a sigh, aiding, as 
her mild eye strayed between the lace 
and brocade window-curtains to the 
smart, high-wheeled cabriolet .waiting 
in the courtyard below; the glittering 
turn-out with the showy, high-actioned 

booted, liveried, cockaded, English 

k “I would* that your dear mother had 
found it compatible with the fulfilment 
of her religious duties to remain at 


wandering he 
Smithwick hac 

dalous in the life of her idoh that prim, 

that her unswerving fidelity and 
humble devotion did not act sometimes 
as a martingale? The bon-vivant, the 
gambler, the dissipated elderly buck of 
the First Napoleon’s Court, the ex- 
Adonis of the Tuileries, who never wast¬ 
ed time in resisting the blandishments 
of any Venus of the Court or nymph of 
the Palais Royal, respected decent 
Smithwick, was even known, at the pa¬ 
thetic stage of wine, to refer to her as 
the only woman who had ever under¬ 
stood him. 

Yet when her sister (her sole remain¬ 
ing relative, who lived upon a small 
annuity, in the village of Hampstead, 
near London), sustained a paralytic 
stroke, and Smithwick was recalled to 
nurse her, did that poor lady’s employ¬ 
er dream of providing,—out of those 
hundreds of thousands of thalers wrest- 


the Marshal if you dream he did. 

He generously paid her the quarter 
due of ker annual salary of fifteen hun- 
1 francs, kissed her knuckly left 
d,wi‘ h the 

. 

and their tragedies—told her 


walls were hung with splendid engrav¬ 
ings by Renard and F. Chauveau, a 

and Greuze, Boucher and^Mignard; 

art of the young Meissonier. 

The luxurious house in the Rue de la 
Chaussee d’Antin was less wholesome 
’ ~ thwick’s going. But I 
2tor regretted her depart- 
he should have done, 
meek gentlewoman had not 
to teach her patron’s son very 






classes with barely a trace of accent, 
whereas the Paris-residing teachers of 
the tongue of Albion were in those days, 
and too frequently are in these, emi¬ 
grants from the green isle adjacent; 
Miss Maloney’s, Misther Magee’s, and 
Mrs. Maguire’s; ^ equipped ^with the 

md the thickest of brogues for volu¬ 
me speech, that ever hailed from Dub- 
;-Wexford, King’s County or the 


had some .parting gift for Sniithwick— 
pies offered by ^he kitchen-girl, to the 

fichu; from the cook’s canary-bird, a 
piercing songster, to the green parasol 
—a sweet thing no bigger than a plate, 

handle with a hinge, to purchase whicli 
Monsieur Brousset, the Marshal’s valet, 


posed upon him by de Moulny. The 
monthly two louis of pocket-money were 
scrupulously dropped each pay-day into 
the alms-box of tne Carmelite Church 
in the Rue Vaugirard, and what a hun- 

and to what miserable shifts the boy re¬ 
sorted in the endeavour to earn a meagre 
pittance to supply his most pressing 
needs, and what an unjust reputation 
for stinginess and parsimony he earned, 
when it became known that he was wil¬ 
ling to help dull or lazy students with 
their papers for pay, you can conceive. 

He possessed the sum of five francs, 
amassed with difficulty after this fash¬ 
ion, and this represented the boy’s en¬ 
tire capital at this juncture. A five- 
franc piece is a handsome coin, but you 

it, that is the trouble. The discovery 
of the scene-painter Daguerre, first made 

~ 100A -ot published by the 

France u~* ;i 1090 
use, now me faithful 1 
-d Smithwick might 
gladdened by one of those inexpensive, 
oily-looking, semi-iridescent, strangely 


perature of the he_... 

Hector got leave from the School, and 
went with the poor troubled Smithwick 
to the office of the Minister for Foreign 
Affairs in the Boulevard des Capucines, 
where for ten of her scanty store of 
francs she got her passport signed. 
Stout Auguste drove them in the shiny 
barouche with the high-steppers in sil¬ 
ver-mounted harness, to meet the red 
Calais coach at the Public Posting-Office 
in^ the Rue Notre Dame des Victoires, 

wheeled Miss Smithwick’s aged, piebald 
hair-trunk, her carpet-bag, and her 
three band-boxes on a hand-truck. And 
judging by the coldness of the poor 
sours nose when, a very Niobe for tears, 

and her adored patron good-bye, the 
heart beneath Smithwick’s faded green 


rhich the recipi- ablution of 


*t c L 


liar leading features of relatives or 
friends, hailing them with joy when 
found, never finding them all together. 

A portrait, even a pencil miniature 
with stumped shadows, its outlines fill¬ 


ed a black paper profile, mounted and 
glazed, and enclosed in a gilt tin frame, 
at cost of all the boy possessed in the 

That the offering was a poor one 

She received it with little squeaking, 
mouse-like cries of delight, and grief, 
and admiration; she ran at the tall, 
awkward, blushing youth to kiss him, 
unaware he recoiled from the affection¬ 
ate dab of her cold, pink-ended nose. 

You could not say that the organ in 
question was disproportionately le 
but its owner never managed to dis 
of it inoffensively in the act of osc 



and generous as your distinguished 
fathers, may be blinded by the spark- 
lustre of a jewelled sceptre, allured 
;he prospect of dominion, power^ 

Smithwick po 


> good Smitl 
■ “But an ui 


. . . ’ What coulcj 
ck possibly be driving at? 
J 1 -ir, my beloved 


lx>y, is worth more than these, and a 

ES'SS KSit 

confidence and regard I deeply appre¬ 
ciated, by perhaps unnecessarily believ¬ 
ing it my duty to reiterate this.” She 
coughed and dabbed her poor red eyes 
with^the dam^white^hamlkerchief held 

glove; and’continuedf “Bm a da^nill ' 




and yellow 


_huge cocked-hat that cr _ 

his well-powdered wig. “There are 

KTaHh y, tC tl would 

have dreamed I should ever pipe my 
eye for the old girl? It is a pity she 
is gone. She was an honest creature 1” 
3 added huskily, tucking away the 
i cotton handkerchief: ^One could 


end. The b: 

Had Smithwick met 


Action that I did my duty. It 


X^oo^gemle- 
woman, “or omit the exercises of your 
religion at morning and night. Instruct 
the domestics to see that your beloved 
papa’s linen is properly aired. I fear 
they will be only too prone to neglect 
these necessary precautions when my 
surveillance is withdrawn! And— 

.“T*- 1 ’ hiJTe? 1 “ y .•P e ° t0r ' 


hope and pray that this chastening 
be for my good. And oh! my de 
child, may God for ever bless and 


The mail bags were stowed. The 
three inside passengers’ seats being 
taken, poor weeping Smithwick perforce 
was compelled to negotiate the ladder, 

pany with the guard. With her thin 
elderly ankles upon her mind, it may 
be judged that no more intelligible 
speech came from her. She peered 
round tjie tarred canvas hood as the 
bugle flourished: she waved her wet 
handkerchief as the long, stinging whip¬ 
lash cracked over the bony backs of 
the four high-rumped, long-necked 

thing had gone out of Hector’s life 
along with her; he had not loved her. 
yet she left a gap behind. His heart 
was cold and heavy as he brought his 
eyes back from the dwindling red patch 
made by the mail amongst the vari¬ 
coloured Paris street-traffic, but the 
hardening changes that had begun in 
him from the very hour of de Moulnv’s 
revelation? stiffened the muscle? of his 
face, and drove back the tears he 
might have shed. 

^“Holy blue!” gulged^si 


He cocked his thirsty eyes at penni¬ 
es Hector, who pretended not to hear 

that’hTwould walk back* to P the ScSoof 
“That is not a chip of the old block, 

r drink money,” said Auguste over 
—-S shoulder, as the silver-harnessed 
blacks with much clamping and high 
' ! stables 
__tin, and 
mounted 


in the’l?ue P de la (5hausse*e d’Antin, and 
the silk-stockinged footman mounted 
his perch behind. 

“It is a learned prig,” pronounced 
the footman, authoritatively, adding: 
“They turn them out all of one pattern 

“Yet he fought a duel,” said Auguste, 
deftly twirling the prancing steeds into 
a by-street and pulling up outside a 
little, low-browed wine-shop much fre¬ 
quented by gold-laced liveries and 
cocked hats. “And came off the vic¬ 
tor,” he added with a touch of pride. 

“By a trick got up beforehand,” said 
the footman pithily, as he dived under 
the striped awning, in at the wine-shop 

“Nothing of the sort!” denied Aug- 

Must as you please,” said^the foot- 

true. M. Pedelaborde’s nephew, who 
i taught the covp to M. Hector, told M. 

1 Alain de Moulny, long after the affair, 

5 how cleverlv he had been grassed. It 
5 was at the flotel de Moulny, my crony 
1 Lacroix, M. Alain’s valet, was waiting 
in the ante-room and listened at the 
, door. Money passed, Lacroix says. 

; M. Alain de Moulnyjaid Pfidelaborde 


stink of,” said 
mouth, draini 


ry one doesn^t like the 
uguste, making a wry 
draining the measure, handing 

-to the silk-calved one, and spit- 

g in the dust. “But tb* knnwimr 


bt M. Hector the d 
'ie gaff for hi 
■ank polecat, 


Military In 

gift for languages, the bent foi 
the administrative and or"""™ 






their knees drawing-boards with squares 
of cartridge paper pinned upon them, 
upon which they were busily delineat- 

, of § the buildings of the Institute, while 
a Colonel of the Corps of Instructors 
sternly or blandly surveyed the scene. 
Within the Institute, studies in Mathe- 

tration, Military Manoeuvres, French, 
English, and German Literature, Fenc- 

an S its W Wohes TOre H thor™^l^md 
comprehensively taught. And once a 


equally promising youth, not to the 
Academy of Ways, Works, and Trans¬ 
port, where the embryo artillery en- 

cal Military Instruction were usually 
ground and polished, but to the Train¬ 
ing Institute for Officers of the Staff. 
An annual bounty tacked to the tail 
of the certificate relieved that pressing 
necessity for pocket-money. Redskin, 
with fewer ^anxieties on his mind, could 

The Training Institute for Officer, 
of the Staff was the School of Technica 
Military Instruction all over again, bu 
upon a hugely magnified scale. Tc 


• country in the 
igimental officers, but did 
ie qualities necessary for 
of Officers of the Staff, 
little gate by the side of 


ceivable ^political condition,- 


re. On be 
& 


laboriously unlearning e 
had been taught you the 
admitted at the small ga„ 
the large ones of wrought and gilded 
iron, you beheld the faLle of the In 
stitute, its great portico crowned with 

SfSSCcHSe 8 ?! 

France, seated in a trophy of conquered 

itary sci ences, and distributing among 
them weapons of war. Following your 
guide, you shortly afterwards discover 
two large yards full of young men in 
unbuttoned uniforms, supporting on 


-- — Monarchical, 

Imperial, or Republican, that may for 
the time being have got the u^per hand 

to her Army, constantly renewed^of 

of scientists skilled in the innumerable 
moves of the Great Game of War. Nor 
have other nations, Continental or in¬ 
sular. ever failed to profit by France’s 
example, and follow France’s lead. 

The Marshal’s son was not dismissed 
by that dreaded little exit. The fine 




Young France grew in the 
irres behind those lofty gilded 
Sous-lieutenant^Hector Dun- 

urades, whose society 
to greater efforts. He 
ami presently began to win dis- 
; passed, with a specially-en- 
jertificate, his examinations in 
iches of study already enumer- 
1 a few more; served for three 



money when plenty of money lies at 

your^comman^now that? » 

“You have won honours, and with 
them a reputation for parsimony— are 
called a brilliant screw—name of a 

rades. You coach other men for pay; 

for military publishers; you burn the 
rnnHlp nt. both ends and in the middle. 


proximated, bowed and left the room^ 
fell from the high, velvet-draped win- 

table near which the Marshal^lay back, 
wheezing and scowling, and muttering. 

that wide golden 


but would the 

you think better ot you it they knew 
the truth? You know they would not! 
Instead of being despised, you would be 
laughed at for playing Don Quixote. 

That is one of the books I have read,” 
lr the Marshal added, p:' 
evident surprise w *'— 1 ' 

of his parent’s literacy. 

that, even though the hero of it is mad 
as a March hare. It is one of the books 
with blood and marrow in them, as the 
Emperor would have said: books like — 
that—unlike those of your Chateau- shal 


motes that danced 

man about whom they sported was so 
goaded ^and stung. ^Who wants to 

cursed awhile under his dyed mous- 


The Marshal w 


into a frenzy of rage that imperilled 
the seams of a tight-waisted high-col¬ 
lared frock-coat of Froge’s own build- 
gave ite wearer what the Ger- 

companiments of gasping and snorting, 
rollings of the eyes and starting of the 
forehead^veins as are^painfully sugges- 

pings and hot bricks; ^ofTfoSed per¬ 
sonages with shiny black bags, canales, 
wreaths of white, purple and yellow 
“th: P “ d with -***“ 





Ener 

The rustle of the white c&p-wvm 
against his epaulet as he turned his 
head, the jingle of the scabbard against 
his stirrup, the clink of the bridle, made 
pleasant harmony with the other clink- 

befor^dawnfani the^hie^shadbw^of 


reedy, 


-,- r -ed off a huge 

blotty letter to his bankers, and from 
that day the sum of One Million One 
Hundred and Twenty-five Thousand 
Francs stood to the credit of Hector 
Dunoisse upon Rothschild’s books, and 
stood untouched. . . . One did not 

temptation to dip^into the gofeS: 
barely felt, the malice of the Mar- 


plain of Metidja. In the deep-foliaged 1 
sycamores; from the copses of mastic, ] 
the nightingales trilled: turtle-doves | 
were drinking and bathing in the t 
mountain-rills, Zachar lifted a huge i 
stony brow upon the horizon. ... f 
slender young trooper with a high, t 
'dy, tenor voice, sang an Arab song; i 
comrades joined in the chorus: ( 

“Thy Fate in the balance, thy foot s 
i the stirrup, before thee the path of i 
!onour. Ride on! Who knows what 1 
es at the end of the long journey? 

“Life and Love, Death and Sleep, [ 
ifiSA ata from the Hand of the Giver. £ 
Thy Fate in the balance, thy f 
> - '--c — — +he path f 


i Though perhaps it was not-altogether 
; malice that inspired that action of Mon¬ 
sieur. His son forgot to question be¬ 
fore long; forgot that old desertion of 
de^Moulny’s and its fanged tooth; for- 

i tLat drifted* through the keyhole ofth 


-hat duel fought by 
. oefore, was to be^the 


! Stl Ricfe\ 

So Dunoisse rode on; the feet of his 
Arab mare falling softly on the thick 
white dust of the Dalmatic Road. And 
the great mysterious East rose up before 

and’ opened her olive-huecl, jewelled 
arms, and drew the boy of twenty to 
her warm, perfumed bosom, and kissed' 
him with kisses that are potent philtres, 

And ^he forgot all the things 1 that it 


When his two years’ service with 
the Cavalry were ended he was trans¬ 
ferred, with his step as lieutenant, but 
still in the capacity of Assistant-Adju¬ 
tant, to the First Battalion, 999th Regi¬ 
ment of the Line, Paris; quartered in 
the Barracks of the Rue de l’Assyrie. 

ht he had forgotten*! 
ojfficiently to sting. a 
brother-officer spoke to him of de 
Moulny, who had quitted St. Sulpice 
a year previously, under a shadow so 
dark, it was discreetly hinted, that only 


briefly and coldly: “Those wl 


ed, and kept on gr- D - 0 - 

ing. . . . Unless you were desirous 
of cold steel for breakfast, there were 
subjects that must not be trifled with 
in the hearing of Assistant-Adjutant 
Hector Dunoisfe. 

The Catholic Church: Religious, par¬ 
ticularly nuns; more particularly nuns 
of the Carmelite Order: ... in¬ 
stances of foul play in trials of strength 
and skill, particularly shady coups in 
fencing, slim tricks in the Game of 
the Sword. With other causes of of¬ 
fence provoking the quid rides? you 
never were quite sure where they might 

And P the fellow was a fighter—loved 
risk, enjoyed danger. . . . 

end of the pX-emTgrouncTth^ the 
other? There was no necessity to toss 

insisted in observance of the strict ?or: 
inality—Dunoisse rather preferred slip- 

E&^|£g££ e c e C g 1 

enjoyed facing the glare that made you 
blink. The gusty wind that might de¬ 
flect your pistol-bullet, the blowing dust 
that drifted into your eyes, mouth and 
nostrils, and that might provoke a 

tions, justly regarded as unfavorable^ 
ed than otherwise by this young officer 
At Blidah, it had been told about, that 


Only, tc 




contrary odds and court the handicap 6 
This story trotted back to Paris at 
Dunoisse’s heels; it was told behind 
ladies fans in every drawing-room he 
entered. Women liked it, it was so 
but men sneered ’ knowin « 


MacLi 




He scraped a few hundred francs to¬ 
gether and sent them to poor old Smith- 
wick, and received another letter of dis¬ 
proportionately-measured gratitude for 
the meagre gift, that might so easily 
have been a rich one, if . . . 

e 


whacking lump!” Monsieur the Cap¬ 
tain joyfully flourished the stout roll of 
billets de banque, from which he had 
stripped the notes he now thrust under 
Dunoisse’s nose. “Wonder where I got 
’em? Inside there”—a thumb clothed 
in lemon-coloured kid jerked over the 
shoulder—“from one of those powder¬ 
ed old cocks behind the gilt balusters. 

ance thiftime. I told^her my tailor was 
a Chevalier of the Legion of Honour, 
and had sent me a cartel because I 
hadn’t paid his bill.” One is sorry to 
- 3 that Monsieur the Captain’s 


«s battle with 
ous thanks to 


seriously ill “1 
anxiety and a t 

Providence—Sr 
a^more "sacred nature—that, “through 

of a most generous friend,” she had ob¬ 
tained admission as an inmate of the 
Hospice for Sick Governesses in Caven¬ 
dish Street, ^London. West,, “a nnhU 


dered bank-note 


gratefull^took 

diligence, 
morning, 1 

newspaper-carts began 


The sal 


mple, honourable, upright life. fied ]adieSj and cloaked and greatcoated 
gentlemen, already extended on the 
deck-seats and deck-chairs of the steam- 
packet Britannia of Southampton— 
patiently waiting to be dreadfully in- 


chivalrous pity for the woman, sick and 
poor, and old, conspired to make the 
first step on the Road Perilous easier 
than her pupil would have imagined. 

Djelma, dearest and most^aluabL^f 
the few possessions owned by this son 
of a millionaire, and rode to the Rue 
d’Artois with the levelled brows and 
cold, set face of a man who rides to 
dishonour. 

Upon the very steps of Rothschild’s, 
a. brother-officer of the Regiment of 
Line to which our young sprig of the 
Staff was attached in the capacity of 
Assistant-Adjutant, met and repaid 
Dunoisse an ancient, moss-grown, long- 
forgotten debt of three thousand francs. 

that is! Here, catch ho^d^Sorryl'met 


out by the brisk, hurrying, gilt-button¬ 
ed stewards as cards are dealt at whist; 
the glasses of brandy-and-water being 
called for by robust Britons, champing 
ham-sandwiches with mustard on their 
upper lips, and good-fellowship beam¬ 
ing out of their large pink, whiskered 
faces; the tumblers of eau sucree being 
ordered by French travelers, who in¬ 
variably got toast-and-water instead; 
the swaying crates of luggage, the man- 
traps made by coils of rope on wet and 
slippery decks, the crash of waves hit¬ 
ting bows or paddle-wheels, the shrieks 
of scared females, convinced their last 

his boyish visit to what poor Smith- 


wick had invariably termed “the shores 

at Hampstead, 


of Albion.” 

He rem 
self-denyir 

sisters: the __ _ 

Heath, came back to him wi 
rdinary vividness. Down to 
ig bullfinch, whos 


had a nose ever so slightly turned up at 
the end, and a dimple inher left cheek. 


■ l.nv i 1; 1 < 1 PI 


than Madame la Umiwawe ue xveruuatie, 
of the Chateau de Pigandel, Ploubanou, 
La Bretagne. “She swallowed t 1- - _x —- 
and see the result. Don’t shy i 
the plasters. You can lend r 
T ’~ Pouch! ai 


id with one of them 


i, and postmen ’and 


little front parior-windc 

“Somers'_ _„ 

deavoured to enlarge with the meiuuies 
of Partant Pour La Syrie” and “ Jean¬ 
ette et Jeannot,” every detail stood clear. 

And here was England, upon a pale 
grey February morning, under skies 
that wept cold heavy tears of partly- 
melted snow. Black fungus-growths of 
umbrellas were clustered on ‘the quay: 
the thick air smelt of oilskins and wet 
mackintoshes. And so across a drip- 

eline fMed°in Say^Stati^ 
for instead of coaching through Hants 
and Surrey to Middlesex by the scarlet 
“Defiance” or the yellow ^Tally-Ho!” 
you travelled by the Iron Road all the 

You are to picture the splay-wheeled, 
giraffe-necked locomotive of the time, 
with the top of the funnel nicked like 
the cut paper round a cutlet-bone; the 
high-bodied cariages, with little win¬ 
dows and hard hair-cloth cushions; the 
gentlemen passengers in shaggy hats 
with curly brims, high-waisted coats, 
with immense roll-collars, and full-hip¬ 
ped trousers strapped down over shiny 
boots; assisting ladies in. coal-scuttle 


. Early "V 


he youngest of si 

s, and the most elegant 
rian figure you can con¬ 
ceive; a uudle of the old pattern has 

Both my aunts traveled by this very 

ment as the Assistant-Adjutant of the 
999th Regiment of the Line. The 
young ladies were, in fact, returning 
from a visit to the elegant and hospit¬ 
able family mansion of Sir Tacton 
Wackton, Baronet, of Wops Hall, 
Hants; whose elder daughter had been 
their schoolfellow and bosom-friend at 
the Misses Squeezers’ Select Boarding- 
School for young ladies at Backboard 
House, Selina Parade, Brighton. It 
was the first occasion upon which they 
had braved the dangers of the Iron 
Road unprotected by a member of the 

the act of picking up and handing to 
my Aunt Julietta a sweet green velvet 
reticule she had accidentally dropped 
upon the platform, the black-eyed, 


loak and ca 

of gallantry, peeped up tne ti 
er coal-scuttle bonnet, with e 




gored skirts, s\ 


elled or 


is and sandals, to alight oi 


Pray understand that 
considered genteel. 


height, 




are, "and* the shape of your 
rour name, almost jnvariably 

t Julietta was sprightly. She 


this act 
nel of 1 

dent a rr —— ~~ 
apple-cheeked, bright-eyed n-ngnsn 
girl-face looking out from amongst the 
ringlets and frills and flowers at the 
end, both the young ladies were ex¬ 
tremely fluttered. And as they passed 
om Aunt Mariette whispered haughtilv, 

etta responded/ “Oh, I don’t think he 
meant to be that, my dear! And how 
handsome and distinguished-looking.” 
To which my Aunt Marietta only re¬ 
sponded, with the disdainful curl of the 
lip that went with her Roman nose: 
“For a foreigner, passably so!” 

Later on, by one of the oddest acci¬ 
dents you could conceive possible, my 
aunts found themselves in the same 
first-class compartment as the foreign- 

ampton to London Express clanked 
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and .jolted and rattled upon its metal 
that^early date with springs, pneumatic 

the courtesy and consideration of their 
well-bred fellow-traveler, who spoke ex¬ 
cellent English—combined with his un¬ 
deniable good looks—created an im- 

Ey the time the Express had rattled and 
jolted and clanked into the junction of 

ingstoke (near which was situated the 
family mansion of my grandparents), 
had developed into an attachment of 
the early, hapless, unreciprocated order. 

“If only,” thought my sentimental 
Aunt, “the train could go on for ever!” 

But the train stopped; and there was 
the family chariot, with the purple¬ 
nosed coachman on the box; there was 
the boy who had cleaned the knives, 
now promoted to page’s^livery, at the 

ing to convey my aunts to the shelter of 
the paternal roof. They collected muffs, 


ing, prepared to start again, and di 
fact start: but brought up with a j 
and clanked back to the platforn 


ie local Bench, ai 

local poachers caught by his own game- 
keepers in his own plantations, then 
and there, in his own library, to the 
District gkock Up for trial at the 

But the guard,—a functionary in the 
absurdest uniform, a cross between a 

sioner’s^ knew better. So did the por¬ 
ters, encased in green velveteen cordu¬ 
roy, as worn by the porters of to-day; 

the gilt-banded top-hat of a bank-mes¬ 
senger and snorting the crimson waistr 
' * beadle. With a Parliamentary 
waiting outside and shriek- 
• through, while a Compos- 




lk gig-umbrella, just as though simple pr 


ch so as to be able 


n it. When the heaier 


officials and porters 


laughed heartily 

'V. . . 

Df England was a bit too strong, 

1 -—-he gentler 


everybody knew the gentleman 
Millionaire, and regularly rolling 

He rolled now towards the compart¬ 
ment of which the foreign gentleman 






ite of horse-boxes___ 

coal-trucks bumped and jolted over the 
Main Line metals; with the Up-Ex¬ 
press from Southampton panting to be 
green-flagged and belled upon its metal 
road to London, he waited, his gilt- 
banded top-hat respectfully in hand, to 
receive the distinguished passenger. 
Who did not hurry, possibly in virtue 

nf Vtis Vrnllr Vint ura^/lln/l /InTim 


> right foot (encased in the largest sire 
■ of shiny patent-leather hoot), and a 
i turn to the left as he set down the left 
, one, as though inviting the whole 
i world to take a comprehensive, satis- 


with his valise and hat-box beside him. 
He filled up the compartment—com- 

than they are now—as completely as a 
large, shaggy bear might nave done, 
when he got upon his legs again, and 
stood at the window, beaming so benev¬ 
olently upon the admiring crowd as¬ 
sembled on the platform that the sta¬ 
tion-master, upon whom had not fallen 
one drop of gold or silver manna out of 
the smiler’s jingling trouser-pockets, 

Mr. 'tSiij 

&be?s 


— e .— tins into the carriage, that 

the large feet of the popular idol might 


inside, and goggled with his large, 
moist, circular brown eyes upon his 
fellow-traveler over the voluminous 
crimson silk handkerchief with which 
he mopped his damp and shining face, 
lie unbuttoned his greatcoat and threw 
his^long bulky body back in Ins corner 

his short, thick legs upon the seat, say- 

dined to do the same. These new-fang- 
consumedly!” Adding, a moment 
pPlease yoursdf, and yi“lf pi“ma 

sayTflisTe™John Bull. Ve . me “You’re 
French yourself, I take it?” 

“Sir, since you do me the honour to 
inquire,” returned Dunoisse dryly, for 
the goggle-eyes of Mr. Thompson 
■ Jowell were curiously fixed on him, “I 
received my education at a public 
| school in Paris.” 

“Thought as much!” said Mr. 

: Thompson Jowell, smiling in a satis- 
, fied way, crossing his extra-sized patent- 
leather-covered feet, and revolving the 
. thumbs of the large ringed hands that 
, were clasped upon his protuberant 
waistcoat. “I mayn’t comprenney the 
! parly-voo, but I know the cut of a 
. Frenchman’s jib when I see one. You 



in his own benighted, foreign country, 
could no longer be in doubt as to ms 

Those black eyes of the ex-Adjutant 
of Chasseurs d’Afrique were extraordin¬ 
arily observant, ana the brain housed 
in the small well-shaped head, under 
the crisp close waves of his black hair, 
had not been forged and tempered and 
ground at the Training Institute for 
Officers of the Staff for nothing. 

This man who had been addressed 
as Mr. Thompson Jowell, and who had 
said his name was Sharp, repelled Du- 
noisse and interested him, as a big and 
bloated spider might have disgusted 
and attracted an entomologist. 

^_So, when^the train, jolting and rat- 

torian manner, through the chilly, 
d, P) lii.u ( oimu \ a tin ternlu speed 


grindstone, appeared to assume a less 
obstinate angle; his large face lost its 
ruddy color. Muddily pale, with eyes 
that rolled quite wildly in their large 
round orbits, he stared in the dark face 
of this bright-eyed, alert, military-look¬ 
ing, painfully-observant foreigner. For 
it occurred to him, with a breaking out 
of shiny perspiration upon the surface 
of his forehead and jowl, and a stiffen¬ 
ing of the already bristling grey hairs 
upon his head, that this might be the 

Thompson Jowell was orthodox to the 
backbone, and firmly believed in the 

named. He glanced with nervous sus¬ 
picion at the small, arched, well-booted 
feet of his fellow-passenger. Had one 
of the dark-faced stranger’s well-shaped 

sy trousered legs ended in a cloven 


the w 


r - Military Encamp- 

n the vicinity of Bagshot Heath, 
«uoxc, drawn up upon a deserted sid¬ 
ing were a long row of open trucks, 
loaded with trusses of hay and straw, all 
unprotected from the pouring rain by 
any kind of covering whatever; and 
Mr. Sharp, moved to irrepressible ec- 
stasy by this sight, was fain to get up 
and thrust his big hands deep in his 
jingling trousers-pockets to have his 
laugh out more comfortably; i 
impulse of speech swayed *^ 
silent foreigner in the opp_ 
to lean forwards, and say: 

“You seem elated, sir, by 
tacle of all this spoiled and soaxing ior- 

The person addressed, who was bend¬ 
ing himself in the middle in the height 
of his enjoyment, straightened with 
a jerk. His big underjaw dropped; his 
nose aggressively cocked, an £ with a 
blunted end, as though m early youth 
it had been held against a revolving 



Thompson J^wellT geSn| S ™ 

forefinger. “Foreign 
you have an eye in your head, I take 

•** — well, then, look at me! I 


ad jabbing at 
and mottled 


nIt7he W st . 

I laughed at all, whSfldJn’tadmUl— 
or Cannibal ^Islander—unless ^haMi^ 


whether the troop-h< 

_...„ J t, ylikethe 

cake and 


;ards those truckloads, 

-delivered on a certain 

irding to Contract, and 


thick, short arms upon hi 




lue satin, ornamented with three bla 
lg ruby breastpins. He breathed hai 
while end frowned majestically, an 
’ ’ ' ' m in pity for tt 


of the sn 


bbed fc 


that one might have expected: 

“Sir, that jou^and other men of yoi 

national calamity.” 

The brows of Thompson Jowell ri 


ed his pendulous cheeks, and said, nod¬ 
ding his pear-shaped head, the beaver 
hat belonging to which was in the rack 

“Aye—aye! Well—well! Not bad¬ 
ly put by half!” 

“A national calamity,” pursued ~ 
noisse, “when one reflects how larj 


action that presumably provoked P ock( 

laughter did not appear to me, a hvered tl 


its how large a 
contractor who de- 


whether straw and'hay*so drenched and 

previous to dehvery, and the exposure 
that must inevitably set up both condi¬ 
tions. And further still, when it is 
extremely possible that the neglect to 
cover the trucks was of design; and that 
the person—Quartermaster-Sergeant or 
Railway Official—whose duty it was to 
take this precaution, had been—for all 


they would prefer pi 


what had taien -place, the above sen¬ 
tences, coined in Dunoisse’s somewhat 
precise and formal English, and utter¬ 
ed with the short, clipped inflection 
that characterized it, came pelting about 
the large and tingling ears of Thomp¬ 
son Jowell like stinging flakes of ice. 
He gasped and rolled his eyes at them 
in apoplectic fashion, and wagged his 
head and shook it from side to side, 
until the speaker stopped. 

“No, no, young sir!” said Thomp¬ 
son Jowell^ at that^ juncture. “Don^t 

past crediting; it couldn’t bef French¬ 
men might be guilty of such doings, I 
can credit it; Italians very likely, Ger¬ 
mans uncommonly-probably, Roosians 
without doubt! But when you go to 
tell a true-blue Briton such as I am, that 

in fheir veins and Bri 

such”doings, Ttefl°you by Gosh 
thing’s impossible! I wo-’ 4 ,: - 4 * 
you! Don't talk to me I’* 

• this splendid tribute^of his 
And, of such queerly conflicting ele¬ 
ment are even liars ^and knaves corn- 

handkerchief and the trembling <?ffhe 
hand that held it was due as much to 

Jilarm at the uncanny sharpness with 
which this disturbing young foreigner, 
with the cold black eyes and the admir¬ 
able command of English, had put his 
finger on the ugly truth. 

Dunoisse, far from suspecting that he 
had at his mercy the identical contract¬ 
or whose methods he had sketched with 
such brilliant fidelity to nature, pur- 

have plenty of them 
happily for other countries, we uu noi 
enjoy the monopoly. And—the person 
I reverence and honor, with one excep¬ 
tion, above all living women, is an Eng¬ 
lish lady. Respect for her great nation 
—and yours!—is not lacking in me, 


3 could be capable of 
a — by Gosh the 
o’t listen to 

the end of 
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cheeks and triple chin above their stiff, 
circular frill of iron-grey whisker, his 
tall son took him by the shoulders and’ 
shook him playfully backwards and for¬ 
wards in the grip of the great hands 
that were clothed with the extra-sized 
lemon kids, saying, as he regarded his 
affectionate parent with a. pair of brown 
eyes, that, with the 



grindin’ their bones to make your 
bread—or the flour yqu sell to the Bri¬ 
l'oily good care to sell dear!—you’re 
lookin’^ in the prime of health and the 


“Really, Morty! Truly, now, my dear °* ^ 

Morty nodded, with a cheerful grin, <;iou 
and Thompson Jowell’s heart glowed 

i n this big younc- thej 
i, good-natured is 
'lat^owlish ey 


wife at Camberwell Gate—Tollman, 
gone to bed, after bein’ up all night, 
stuck his head out of upper-window in 
a red nightcap to tell us, if we ain’t too 
drunk to remember it!—we’re talkin, 

. . . (And you ought to ha’ heard the 

my boy,’ says I to Lord Adolphus when 
we got into the Borough Road—and 

that lcep’ tryin’ to get into the omnibus 
after the old ladies! . . . ‘Dolph, my 
buck,’ says I, ‘I’m goin’ to show you 
where the Guinea Tree grows.’ ‘Ha, ha, 
ha! Thatmear ’- ---- , “ 

at there, Dolph F’ sa v 
the Gov’ bleeds free. A 


to Beersheba, ’ud dare to lend mi 


betagThStt 


fleshy ribs that 


)f Noah’s Ark—furrowed 


. hev been gettin’ hold of his pre- 
ious boy! For, deep as they are, my 
ather’s deeper,’ says I, ‘and artful as 
hey are, he’s more artful still; and 

ft’s theirnaturfto be?thereVnot7Jew 
among ’em that the Governor wouldn’t 
give ninety points out of a hundred to, 
and beat at Black Pool—with the nig¬ 
ger in the pocket and a general shell-out 
all round! Ha, ha. haw! Whew! . . .” 
Morty whipped out a handkerchief of 
brilliant hue, diffusing odours of Araby, 
and applied it to his nose: “Piff! this 
here old rat-hole of yours stinks over 
and above a bit. Why don’t you burn 
lown?—you’re insured to the hilt, or 
on’t know you, dad! And take a 
Lrt, snug, comfortable office in Cheap- 


iid you come 
“Tooled th 


w with tollgate-keeper’s He fel 


id volubility, 






that I don’t admit—at driving hard 
bargains; and Mister Sharp of Cutters’ 
Lane when it comes to getting the best 
of So-and-So and Such-and-Such — 
who’d cheerfully skin me alive, only 
give ’em the chance of it—you’re the 
last ^person in the world, Morty, who 

He spoke with almost^weeping earn¬ 


ed by pi 
“ d gem 


g you, my Lord,’ says I, 
ms less grand, and noble, 


you permit me to speak my mind’— 
and he bows over his stock in his stiff¬ 
necked, gracious way—'I dare to say I 
fly higher for my boy,’ says I, ‘than a 

I have set myfieart upon, and likewise 

r® f™ d ? p l ni0 2 ol _ hl i son :,. Tufts or Cut Red Feathers’ Up go his 

eyebrows at that, Morty, and he taps 
”"* 1 ~ his shiny nails—a real nobleman’s 

ig. ‘Really, Mr. Thompson Jow- 


song, “but you ought to be the last!” J 
“Old Gov!” The large voung man i 
repeated his previous action of taking 5 
Thompson Jowell by his fleshy should- ( 


e land to 


Dalgan, His Grace the Commander-in- 
Chief’s confidential Secretary, yester- 
day^and after a little general chit-chat, 

very humble with such great folks,” 
said Thompson Jowell, rattling the 

tunities. ^ My Lord was very highland 




Mr. Thompson Jowel 


this young man should en- 

omT Wen^Sf/we^il 


»gimefrof e Sf 3 n r.t“.’ en ' S E! ! 


and ^adorned ^ with pins ofjprie 

n in the paternal manner ai 
his bullet head. 

pie, my boy I” pleaded Thompson i 
ell, “seeing what a great thing is t. 
got by eating it, and looking as if 
liked it. You don’t suppose I’m 


latter ’em, stiff-necked, and fawn upon 
jm, and lick their boots for ’em. They 
rere born to have men cringe to 'em, 
nd by Gosh, sir! can you stand upright 
nd milk A cow at the same time? You 


; ing out of their place of bondage, with 
i “Manager” in blistered letters of black 
paint upon the door—like a boisterous 
1 wind tinged with stables, cigars, and 


in the lemon kid gloves, and pleas 
shaking him backwards and forv_, 

as though he had been a large, plain __, „„ .. ^ v __ ; M . vw . 

whiskered doll. able and to be encouraged. But at the 

“There’s the Commission in the same time permit me to say that you 
Guards, Morty. You wouldn’t believe * % hl S h! 'Begging your Lordships’s 
— having set my heart on making a leave once more, says I, to speak out— 
first-class gentleman of my bov—what ™ d P1 »™ s ™y ",a™ and nature!—I 
an uncommon sight of trouble I’ve ’ w " 
en to bring that sealed paper with 
Majesty’s signature on it, down f 
the sky-high branch it hangs on! 

Honour the Commissary-General 1 


in the ear of His Grace th. 
id a stroke of your pen will do 
-- J ’ I says; ‘and when I find 

i<^ 


the 


myself in the pres 
lofty and as wide a 
ciously encouraged 

ence could grant. I plump for 
Guards, and your Lordship can bi 

“You clever old Codger! Rubbin’ him 
down with a wisp of straw, and tick¬ 
lin’ him in all the right places. . . . 
But look here, you know!” objected 
Morty with a darkening brow, “I don’t 
half cotton to all that patter about mak- 

Eg g ad! s!n'™Zn° f if a I doTirit!’’ 80 ”' 

He sat upon the knee-hole table and 
ms upon his waistcoat, a 


golden mud upo_, .. 

told your friend, Lord 




er the direction of a p 
derly man who inhabi 
ground-glass-panelled sent; 




pink oblong, bearing the magic 
le of Coutts’. Six of the seven 

•espondence, flared with desperate 
»ing and sickened with impotent de- 
. Standish still kept his sea-green 


Ha?S 


. . May I hope we see you 

^irst rate, Choblev! Topping condi- 
I” Morty stuffed the cheque with 


g on him fondly. 

Id Governor’s willing to d 
mrk, why should you soil 
” His thick voice shook 
ra stood in his goggle-eyes. 

-- r _„ — „/slod—by 

Gosh I would!” said Thompson Jowell 
light get up again with 


>n Jowell, gold-sprigged v< 


ir at the Albion 
tie Play—if you 




limself from the blotter—drew what 

^him away ^gorged with that golden 

•ondingly happy; so that he passed 
mgh the lareer. outer office, where 
in pallid cl 


;ered beggar you are, Standish!” . 

The paper insult, flipped at ghast- 
Standish’s lowered nose, smartly hit 


ving-doors banged and gibbered be- 
ind the young autocrat. They heard 
im hail Lord ’Dolph, heard the tramp- 


ird Morty cheerfullv curse the groom, 
leard, too, the final “Gavv!” with 
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Health as Business Capital 
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ts, by leading an ab¬ 


normal or irri _ 
his greatest chance for accomp] 
anything of moment. There ar 
true, examples of people in poor 
—of invalid" u """ Anrx '' n " 


people might h 

they had strong, vigorous constitutions 
and robust health! Ill-health is a per¬ 
petual handicap, and the greater one’s 
ambition, the^ greater the disa^point- 

On the other hand, robust health 
raises the pjjwqr of every faculty, in- 

tiplies the entire fran-power many 
times. A one-talent man with a superb 
physique often astonishes us with his 
achievement, sometimes accomplishing 
a great deal more than a ten-talent man 
with poor health. 

The vitality born of vigorous abound¬ 
ing health not only increases our self- 
confidence, but the confidence of others 

and jobbers who would be glad to 
give young men credit and help them 
"«**• na +v^ r ability and 

often obliged 




iwice their physical strength. 

It is a rare thing to find a man sup¬ 
erbly equipped physically. ^ We find 

some physical weakness which cuts 
ower b leTeL raga ° f U ““ 6lMclen<!y 10 
Most people by^v 


living-getting. They have wasted the 
larger^ part. Perhaps ten per cent. 

twenty-five per" cenh of their possible 
energy in trying to have a good time, 

in idleness and sEiftlessness, systemless 
endeavor. Many lose quite a large per 
cent, in worry and anxiety and fretting 
and stewing, so that when they come 
to their tasks they come with jaded 
power, with fagged faculties, exhausted 
energy and a low vitality. 

The quality of health has also a 
great deal to do with the quality of 
thought. You can not get healthy 

cells. m § .... 
thought will drop 


itality is below par the 




it they 
m befoi 


rsi j 


a day. They have not the vitality or 
the strength ior sustained work. Their 

rucctful^imo the strenuous compe¬ 
titions of the dav. They are constantly 
mortified and chagrined because they 
■ ' • ”kl by those who have not 


A man, in order to do big things, 
must keep his mind fresh ana respon¬ 
sive. When the faculties are keen and 
sharp, and are spurred on by good, red 
blood in a vigorous constitution, when 
there is abounding vitality, he will do 
more planning, clearer trunking, and 


ours a day 
the everlasl 

ias killed his reputation 


_ 

by forcing his 











Reid—Painter of Canadian Character 

























louses in Canada: an 
ig,” “Afternoon,” 

. Sir Edmund Wall 

fessor Short's Study, at Ottawa; and 


Reid^has^fully proved his ^ability “Homer and^his pupils,” in the library 


iie City Hall, and by large historical c 







Factors in Canada’s Prosperity 






What the business sense of the Do- 
edwith £ whetEerthe CimaffianPacific 

during” hTmontEs ensuing. P Circum¬ 
stances point to even greater activity. 
Mr. Bury has submitted his plans to 
Sir Thomas Shaughnessy, and they 
have been approved At the same time 
he has gone for a rest pending the sea- 


they were in 1912. If the railroad 
companies are going to spend as much 
in 1913 as they did in the preceding 
year, all these industrial plants will be 
kept very busy. In making plans for 
the year the business man would be 
quite justified injuring the “if” with 

tiled also in taking fte positive ground 
that the railways are going to spend 
more this year than in any previous 

" Railroad expenditure is a great fac¬ 
tor. but by no means the only one, to 
be reckoned with in gauging the trend 
of general business. If there is a more 
important one than railroad expendi¬ 
ture it is the immigration movement. 
In the early months of the year the 

- . . extent to which capital expenditure will 

be spent than at any previous time. b( , mfuJe by the railway8 can fo, fairly 
More money, let it be repeated, we]1 mea8ure d. There is no such de- 
for the whole of Canada, not merely finiteness M to what will he the outcome 
the Canadian Pacific Railway, than af o( tho immigration season. Perhaps 
any period of her development But the . best ^tfe to foDow is the immigra¬ 
te case of the great railroad of which tion commissioner at Winnipeg. Mr. 
have been speaking, it has_ the Br uce Walker, who holds that office, 


£ 


N stock will com- 

ners of the earth. Everything points 
to greater activity on the part of the 
Canadian Pacific Railway during the 
present year than the company has 
shown in any past year in its entire his- 


money, and its Erectors and of 
are already rolling hack their sleeves , 
with a view to bringing their system to : 
- --’- 1 of efficiency equal to the de- 

a-L_i: on service. 


vrs « v optimistic temperament, 
intensely enthusiastic and his a 
immigration work is 




than ordinary “horse se. r — 

ceive that the expenditures during the 
coming year will be equally as greatr— 
with the possibility of their being very 

e form 
which 

_ Dur- 

the industrial 


But as to the limitatic 

of lack of men and ma... 

something has already been said. Dur¬ 
ing the course of 1912 l 

plants that care for the i 


have been strictly within the ir 

relv entirely upon Mr. Walkei 
data upon which to base immi 
figures for the year. There ar 
signs and tokens well worth ( 
ing by^th 
ready realize t! 


iv shrewd h 


made only to those of the Dominioi 
For the good of the Dominion as a 
whole—the business health of it—it is 
desirable that the industrial plant with¬ 
in its bounds should be well fed with 
domestic demands. The ’ “ - 


i PoKcjr 


mands. They are 
for them during 19 


in establishing direct steamship 
communication with Trieste. From 
amongst the agricultural classes of the 
countries tributary to Trieste, excellent 
settlers can be found and no doubt that 
fact has been well verified by the Can¬ 
adian Pacific Railway before it entered 
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ce with that port, 
in augmentation of the im- 


eific 1 What that comp! 

by the other railroads. Building by "the railroads. These larger move- 
t_ 1 m — ; - A - *—- 1 * ire already financed and no 


* u -“ - 11 * u --lements^of prosperity that 

_ 1912, and in addition 

they will be stimulated by increased im- 


m Pa- characterized 1- 




riLTthe 'responsibflitrofbrir 
•e settlers to that te~* 


develop enough business tc 


make the lines pay. a money market not too well supplied 

m— -e c Tgt i m p 0r tance with offerings, and what money is of- 

111 - '*— J - 3 ~ a higher price. As 


it time throbbing with i 

_ominion has its hands__ 

sary money to carry on developme: 
'work on an increasing scale, and i 


tain, that everything points to 1913 be- 


Canada’s Manufactured Exports 


Canada is not yet a large exporter of 
ares, but so far as we have developed that 
Jnited States is our best single customer 
hfi takes nearly forty per cent, of our tc 
lanufactured goods. 


took nearly $14,000,000. On the other hand,^tint 
which'reaclabout $60o'oOO™00M w 


Ve bought in 1911-12 $342,000,00 


f pulp and paper and amounts 



The Little House 
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Sir Hugh Graham: Near Napoleon 
of Canadian Newspaperdom 
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Sendee is a native of England where 
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Review of Reviews 
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Here’s Your Guide to 
All Good Varnishing! 


goes^to^fdeale^orhis Jj^ERRY b'done.^™lTwm"help 

SfiSSS?-”’; 












Once upon a. midnight dreary 1\ 
while I struggled weak a^pd weary 11 
O’er a. ledger 

full of bad accounts that made Ime sad and sore 
While I nodded, body swaying, | 

dreaming debtors bad were paying 
I awoke by someone saying, 

saying at my office door- 

“MOGUL! MOGUL! smoke some more; 






